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When as they beat, their bufie reilles braynes,
To maintaine pompe, and high triumphant fights,     y
To fede their fil, of daintie delicates,                       2

To glad their harts, with fight of pleafant fports,       3
To fil their eares, with found of instruments,            A

To breake with bit, the hot coragious horfe,             5

To deck their haules, with fumpteous cloth of gold, 6
To cloth themfelues, with filkes of ftraunge deuife,  7
To fearch the rocks, for pearles and pretious Hones, 8
To delue the ground, for mines of glittering gold :    9
And neuer care, to maynteine peace and r,eft,
To yeld reliefe, where needy lacke appears,
To Hop one eare, vntil the poore man fpeake,
To feme to fleepe, when luftice Hill doth wake,
To gard their lands, from fodaine fword and fier,
To feare the cries of giltles fucklmg babes,
Whofe ghofls may cal, for vengeance on their bloud,
And fLn re the wrath, of mightie thundring loue.

I fpeake not this, by any englifh king,
Nor by our Queen e, whofe high forfight prouids,
That' dyre debate, is fledde to foraine Realmes,
Whiles we inioy the golden fleece of peace.
But there to turne my tale, from whence it came,
In olden dayes, good kings and worthy dukes,
(Who fawe themfelues, in glaffe of trufly Steele)
Contented were, with pompes of little pryce,
And fet their thoughtes, on regal gouernement.

An order was, when Rome did florim mott,
That no man might triumph in flately wife,
Eut fuch as had, with blowes of bloudy blade
Fiue thoufand foes in foughten field foredone.
Now he that likes, to loke in Christal glaffe,
May fee proud pomps, in high triumphant wife,
Where neuer blows, was delt with enemie.

When Sergius, deuifed firtt the meane